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LUCRETIUS RETURNS. 

A PHILOSOPHICAL POEM. 

"Now Philosophy is like unto a Garden, wherein 
upspring all manner of flowers and herbage, sweet 
of scent and potent to heal. And the Soul is like 
unto a Moth, leaving the cocoon of the Uncon- 
scious to flit through the twilight, seeking the 
Nectar of Life. Now within the Garden hovers 
the Soul amid the herbage and flowers, darkly 
swaying in the dim starlight and the shadow; 
hither and thither, drawn or repelled, lured by a 
remembered fragrance or driven back by an un- 
familiar form that is but half revealed — thus the 
Soul wanders through the mysterious dusk of the 
Garden." — From The Golden Scroll of Krotona. 

ETERNAL stars that heaven's hill bedew, 
Ye looked upon the manger where Mankind 
Lay wrapped in rags ; ye heard the angels sing, 
When royal Magi spread their gifts of myrrh 
And frankincense upon a shabrack coarse ; 
Ye gleamed above the boy at merry play 
In Nazareth, and wept at Golgotha — 
Smiled on the resurrection, and, at last, 
World-wounded, he ascended unto you. 

Eternal stars that heaven's hill bedew, 
Ye heard Creation's grand exordium — 
The moan of seas in the azoic age, 
The din of wood and jungle ; then, anon, 
The war-song of the savage fierce and free, 
Grim troglodyte and fleet lacustrian; 
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At last the pulse of forges and the roar 
Of teeming cities — an aubade of joy, 
Thrush-throated like the chant of cherubim. 

Attend ! Mine is no plaint of selfish woe : 
Weeping o'er Niobe and Tantalus — 
O'er Truth, o'er Justice, and o'er Liberty. 

Tears shed for butchered Innocence, the blood 

Clotted upon the lacerated back 

Of Helotry, the virus from the fangs 

Dript of dread hydras preying upon Man, 

The sighs of sunless centuries, each curse 

That livid lips of trodden Truth have framed, 

Pour into Hate's alembic and distill 

Into revenge — into a cup of gall 

For Tyranny, in stupor gluttonous 

Huddled on filthy couch. What of a world 

Where Wrong is fattened, Folly wears the crown, 

While Justice spreads her ermine over straw, 

And Learning feeds upon the hedgerow haws? 

Shame on humanity ! I have known wights 

Who daubed their cheeks as silly damsels do, 

And strutted round with rings upon their hands, 

Yet sat in senates where to counsel met 

The sceptered wisdom of a mighty age. 

I have seen gypsum hawked about the streets, 

Figures of poets, by a man whose soul 

Soared far in song above the paltry souls 

Of those he modeled as the unpitying sun 

Above his fevered head. 

Is there a God 
To mete our merits and adjudge our fails, 
And could he be thus blind? 
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The peopled sea 
Hath coral castles through whose lurid aisles 
White mermaids flash and hippocamps disport 
Amid the sunken argosies of Time, 
Patined with gold and crusted o'er with gems — 
All these are thine, thou unborn CEdipus, 
Who canst unveil the riddle of this Sphinx ! 

Yet, shall we say the rich, ripe fruit of Time 
Fell from the womb of Chance ? The dreams, fresh- 
drawn 
From lustral fountains by a naiad troop, 
And borne like dew in lily chalices 
To my lone couch, are witnesses that still 
A spark survives of what the race hath been. 
See yonder shadow cross the sun ; observe 
The stoop of Atlas ; note the line of care 
Which mars the brow of kings ; or hear the shriek 
Of the mad maenad War — can Glory be 
Attained save by the thorny track of Woe ? 

The universe proclaims there is a God ! 
From tongueless chaos, lutulent and foul, 
He culled the vying wonders that we view; 
Scatters the violets upon the heath, 
And paints the silken petals of the rose ; 
He bids the planets sing — aye, and he feeds 
The adder's tooth with venom ; strews the rocks 
Upon the pathway of the mariner; 
His whirlwinds filch what his beneficence 
Hath lavished on the orchard and the farm ; 
Anguished we cry for light, and see the forked 
Tongue of the tempest lick the midnight's brow. 

Lo, now, what festering horrors feed our grief ; 
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Beauty decays, Nobility is slain, 
Sin sheds his larve, and curst Hypocrisy 
Barters his whine and rheum for place and gold. 
'T may be, if there's a Providence all-wise, 
The far untraversed forest tracts were grown 
That on the Judgment Day there might not be 
Dearth of good gallows-timber on this globe. 

Tiptoe, the twilight muses on the hill; — 

Should it descend into the slumbering town 

To gild the misery of the driven mob, 

Or, fleeing to primeval solitudes, 

Hold discourse with the laughing deities 

Of hort and vale, caress the airy fern, 

And court the sylvan calm upon the sward's 

Pied flocculence, where, mean solicitude 

Being banished, all the elder gods again 

Resume their interrupted reign, to bid 

Sorrow and Sin and Shame begone from earth. 

Man must approach to God by purity, 
E'en as the highest mountains, undefiled 
By human footfall, where the virgin snow 
Lies chaste and spotless 'neath the amorous sun, 
Are nearest heaven. 

Let us, too, be brave ! 
Canst thou bribe thunderstorms with honeyed words, 
Or curb with sandhills the choleric sea ? 
Where Sorrow strikes, let honorable scars 
Remain, the blazon of our fortitude. 
Be not of such slight, puny courage as 
To drink nepenthes, or that slumbrous juice 
Of dream-compelling poppy; can there be 
Virtue more potent in a wayside weed 
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Than in the trodden heart's tear-wine of hope? 

What laurel for the soul if Vice be shorn 

Of her allurement, or the sword of Sin 

Be dulled by sorcery? Could a coward hear 

The prating trump of Triumph, and become 

Not brave ? 'T may be there is no God ; whence then 

Proceed the whisperings that abjure ourselves ? 

Could the chill alchemy of atheism 

Transmute one earthy atom of this race 

To the rich metal of divinity? 

Yea, there is One that walks in human hearts, 

Sandaled with rose-leaves, and with gentle touch 

Weeds out all malice ; balm upon her lips, 

She stoops to kiss the humblest flowering thing; 

The sculptured lily she awakes to life, 

Paints irised poems on the sterile rock, 

And strows the sod with immortality. 

She leads the orchestra of brook and breeze, 

Of bird and bee, in symphonies that swell, 

Dulcet adagios of a seraph choir, 

Across the sobbing solitude. She smiles, 

And Sorrow is no more — sojourning Grief 

Shoulders his wallet and forsakes thy roof. 

Her robes of gossamer in cirrous twills 

Bear health and happiness upon their seam ; 

Touch this, and thou art whole ! In her tranced eyes 

The gorgeous gonfalon of Day unfolds; 

And Peace, sweet child of life's lorn Enna, sleeps 

Upon her bosom. 

Have ye heard her name; 
Knelt in her temples; walked among her groves? 
Love that doth thrill the molecule to dance, 
And string the cosmic lyre with golden stars — 
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Love that doth kiss the lids of Death ajar, 

Enchantress of the demiurgic word, 

Mother of men and genetrix of time — 

At once the Law, the King, the Throne ; at once 

Doer and Deed, the Singer and the Song ; 

Breath of the gods that fills the lungs of space, 

In which the suns are sparks of dust immerst ; 

The earliest Element and latest Form, 

Orbit and Orb alike — immortal Love, 

The promise and the potency of Life; 

The gladness and the glory of the world! 

George Seibel. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 



